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E D I T I A L 
These have heen happy years. Now look-
ing back, yesterday we were freshmen ; to-
day, we are seniors; tomorrow and forever 
after—alumna'. Westbrook Junior College 
has come to mean much in this short span 
of time. Deep in our hearts always shall we 
remember the toll of the Chapel bell and its 
call to Service, the hurried scramble be-
tween classes on a wintry afternoon, the red-
brown leaves scuffed along on the autumn 
walk beneath low-heeled, comfortable shoes. 
Deep in our hearts we shall not forget the 
laughter—our laughter—that echoed through 
the halls, the gay greetings that sounded on 
the campus. 
Perhaps we shall forget names, but there 
are faces that we shall remember, comrades 
in mischief, colleagues in class. There will 
be many memories: the swift flight of a 
tennis ball over the net, the straight-away 
course of a painted arrow toward the target. 
But who can say what we shall recall ? 
There are a thousand things, gay-hearted 
memories, that are ours forever. Life here 
has held happiness, a lingering joy that we 
shall not forget. 
The college graduate of today is an indi-
vidual, accomplished in many fields. There 
are, perhaps, exceptions, such as the Greek 
scholar who does not recognize a golf club, 
but such a character is unique. On the whole, 
college philosophy has ceased to emphasize 
too strongly the "grind"; it has steadily en-
couraged the "good student," whose campus 
activities have been broad and varied. 
( )n our very own campus today we find 
active organizations encouraging work in 
many diversified fields. There is social con-
tact offered the secretarial student through 
club work; there is opportunity offered the 
eager young actress in dramatics ; and for 
those of us who delight in sen"billing there 
is T H E TOWER. But these are not all. 
Hockey sticks and fencing foils, badminton 
and tennis racquets, basketballs and howling-
balls find a place. Tap shoes twinkle on the 
gym floor. I lorse hoofs sound in the dis-
tance. 
One need never he idle. Life is filled with 
action—quick, lively fun. And the results 
are satisfying. The modern college girl has 
become a symbol of American youth and 
beauty, a smiling, happy, healthy personality 
with a clean and buoyant soul. 
Certainly we have reason to be proud of 
our scholastic achievement, judging from the 
notice recently received by Dr. Proctor from 
Dr. Ben D. Wood, associate professor, and 
director of the Bureau of Collegiate educa-
tional Research, Columbia University. 
In the Cooperative English Test of the 
American Council on Education, an exami-
nation given to students of fifty-eight col-
leges, including thirty-nine Liberal Arts 
Colleges, thirteen Junior Colleges, and six 
Teachers' Colleges, Westbrook Junior Col-
lege placed among the first five colleges se-
curing the highest average ranks. 
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A GLIMPSE OF RANEE 
Isn't it queer what pictures a single word 
will bring to mind? Yesterday, as 1 was 
sitting in the park watching the autumn 
leaves bravely starting out on their adven-
tures, someone whispered the word "Ranee," 
and that mischievous person, the wind, 
tossed it lightly into my ear. I was in that 
dreamy, contemplative mood that often fol-
lows upon a well-ordered day. My mind 
picked Up the somewhat unusual word, and 
out of the swirling fog of memory, came 
the half-fancied, half-real illusion of Ranee. 
Ranee the whimsical, the mysterious! 
Memory took me back fifty years, and I 
was young again. How well I remember the 
stories my Grandfather Levi had told me 
concerning Ranee; about limmv Lord's visit 
to Ranee's home on the island that was first 
known as "Maekies'." then changed to 
"Mackworth's," and now called Baxter's 
Island. Ranee was a mysterious person who 
had sold his soul to the devil, so it was said. 
Where he came from, who he was, or what 
his name was, no person seemed to know. 
Ranee was a good gardener, .and had a 
fine potato crop, it was rumored; so Jimmy 
Lord went over to the Island to see about 
buying some of Ranee's potatoes. While 
they were out inspecting the field where 
Ranee was harvesting his crop, Ranee picked 
up two potatoes, and began to juggle them 
in his hands. 
( )n the way back to the hut, the path led 
along the water's edge. It was low tide, and 
one could, if he desired, wade over to the 
mainland. As they Stood at the edge of the 
water, talking. Ranee threw a potato into 
the water. Jimmy looked at the water, then 
rubbed his eyes, and looked again. There, 
in the shallow water that had been empty be-
fore, was a black pot bobbing around upside 
down, in the exact spot where Ranee had 
thrown the potato. Jimmy emitted a wild 
shriek, threw up his hands, and struck out 
through the mud and water toward the main-
land. 
I can remember his rushing into the 
kitchen, a muddy, disheveled apparition, and 
stammering out his story to Grandfather. 
Grandfather was inclined to take it lightly 
and consider it a product of Jimmy's over-
worked imagination; nevertheless his curios-
ity was aroused. 
Shortly after that. Grandfather went over 
to visit Ranee, and told him of Jimmy's 
fright. Ranee chuckled appreciatively, then 
said. "Levi, would you like to sec all the 
.snakes on this island ?" 
"Yes, indeed." Grandfather answered, 
never dreaming for an instant that the man 
was serious. Presently Ranee began to 
whistle the strangest tune as they sat there 
at the table, and through the doorway 
wriggled a small green snake. 
Grandfather's eyes nearly popped out of 
his head! "Shiver my t imbers '" be gasped, 
watching the door like a fascinated person. 
As Ranee continued to whistle, other 
snakes appeared big snakes, little snakes, 
long snakes, short snakes. 
Grandfather sat and stared until one 
friendly little fellow started to wriggle up 
his leg. Then he gave oi l r leap and gained 
the table top. " l o r the love of Moses, 
Ranee, send tbem away." be bellowed. 
Ranee didn't say a word ; be- just chuckled, 
and Mopped whistling. In a short time the 
snakes disappeared. 
Grandfather was convinced; Ranee u,> 
mad. 
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Another day when Ranee was in town he 
went into a market to buy some fish, so the 
story goes. 
"Are the fish fresh?" he asked the fish-
man. 
"Oh, certainly, sir; they were caught this 
morning," the shopkeeper replied. "They're 
perfectly fresh." 
"You lie," said the fishes; "we were 
caught three days ago." 
That same evening some sailors offered 
to row Ranee home to the island. They 
started out and rowed for about ten minutes, 
and then approached land. When they 
landed, they found they were back where 
they had started. They started out again, 
rather grumblingly, and had rowed for about 
fifteen minutes when the same thing hap-
pened again. One red-haired, quick-tem-
pered sailor seized Ranee by the throat and 
said, "Ranee, twice we have set out for that 
pesky island of yours; and if we don't get 
there this time, you go overboard." 
A cold wind had sprung up, and I came 
to myself with a start. The past slipped 
away like a shadow. It was dusk; I was 
•chilled and lame from the cold. The leaves 
blew dismally about the street like lost souls, 
and I realized with a regretful sigh that I 
was old again. 
EDNA K N I G H T . 
NOTE : Miss Knight was awarded first prize for 
her story "A Glimpse of Ranee" in the literary 
contest sponsored by T H E TOWER. 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
I have decided to write my autobiog-
raphy. I have always been an opportunist 
and in times such as these, when every third 
book, so it seems, that becomes America's 
best-seller is biographical, if not autobio-
graphical, it behooves one to flow with the 
stream. 
()rigins, in the nature of things, come first. 
But here, alas! I can bring only the mystery 
element to the gentle reader. Of my birth I 
know nothing. I remember only that at an 
early age, against my will and urged on by 
the Will-To-Survive and the Struggle-For-
Existence, I was forced to plunge into the 
maelstrom of the world. 
But alas! the times were out of joint. I 
could find no honest employment in the 
hurrying throng of the dollar-hungry ; no one 
heeded the poor struggling creature. I be-
came thinner and thinner. When all hope 
was gone and a pauper's grave seemed the 
last resort, I did what many another creature 
has done in these days—I became a para-
site on society. 
I can say one thing, though—my associa-
tion, even though parasitical, has been with 
the great as well as the humble. One man is 
as good as another to me ; I am no respecter 
of incomes or blue bloods. 
I have many enemies—enemies who have 
been seeking my destruction for years. In 
vain I have sought protection against them, 
although I am happy to say that I am still at 
liberty. 
My private life? A person in my position 
has no private life. I live in the world; I 
am a man of society—my world is the whole 
world and where two men are gathered to-
gether, there I may be found. It is the price 
one must pay. 
I cannot chronicle in detail the crowded 
years of the past. From one person to an-
other I went earning my precarious living, 
scorned by the virtuous of life, distained 
even by the wicked. I learned to slink even 
into the humblest homes, well knowing that 
no welcome was mine. No one upon first 
glance at me would have anything more to 
do with me. I learned to sidle into homes 
unobserved, and when men caught sight of 
me and shrank from my presence, I con-
cealed my chagrin as best I could. 
I am now in the prime of life. But life is 
just as undesirable. I am still suspected— 
in fact, my life has been the subject of un-
welcome scrutiny. You ask me what I am? 
I am just a cold germ. 
IDA C H U D E . 
NOTE: Miss Grade's Autobiography received 
honorable mention in the literary contest sponsored 
by T H E TOWER. 
16 
A G R O U P O F L Y R I C S 
by 
A U D R E Y J . W H I T E 
L O S S 
So you don't believe in fairies? 
Then you've never heard their song, 
Nor their tiny tinkling footsteps 
When they're dancing on the lawn. 
And you've never seen the brownies 
In a woody forest glen? 
Nor elves and pixies playing 
In the garden glades of men? 
And you've never touched a petal 
That a fairy's lips have kissed? 
Oh, I am sorry for you! 
What a lot you've missed! 
SIDE-TRACKED 
He was an artist. 
I remember long ago in school 
How he would sketch tall camels on a desert, 
Or long, swift trains roaring through tunnels. 
Once the teacher sent his work to an exhibition. 
And we were pleased when he won the award 
For our class. 
I remember, years later, 
How his eyes shone with pride 
When the high school principal 
Commended him on a sea scene, 
Done in oils. 
He was a genius. 
His pictures spoke for him— 
Told volumes he could not orally express. 
I remember that, soon after graduation, he married. 
I suppose he's happy—I don't know— 
For I never see him now. 
I think he's in New York, 
A mechanic in one of the big garages. 
COMMUNION 
New grass is soft against my breast; 
Brown earth is warm in spring, 
And I can hold it close to me 
As though a living thing. 
Now as I touch forsythia 
Or smile at a young cloud, 
I cannot breathe too gently, 
I cannot speak aloud— 
For April's souls are precious, 
Like holy bread unleaven. 
And I must hold them sacred 
As manna sent from heaven. 
( N O T E : Miss White's lyrics received honorable 
mention in the Literary Contest Sponsored by the 
TOWER Board.) 
T H E H O L L Y H O C K , T H E 
I M P O S T O R 
A n essential p a r t of o ld- fash ioned g a r -
dens , pa r t i cu la r ly of those c rea ted by m a i d e n 
a u n t s , o r so I have found, is a tall , sp ind l ing , 
p lant- l ike s t r u c t u r e called by seed ca ta logues 
a n d encyclopedias the hol lyhock. W i t h o u t 
it no g a r d e n is comple t e—acco rd ing to the 
ca ta logues . 
T h e r e a r e i nnumerab le var ie t ies of hol ly-
hocks . T h e r e a r e s ingle-blossomed holly-
hocks , and double-b lossomed hol lyhocks , 
whi te , yel low, rose, purp le , violet, and even 
black hol lyhocks , and nea r ly all a re un i -
versal favor i tes a m o n g g a r d e n lovers . 
A l though the hol lyhock is a lways des ig-
na ted as a flower, it seems to me that when 
it adop t s this title, it becomes an impos to r 
For , according to W e b s t e r , a flower is de -
fined as " a n y plant g r o w n or es teemed for 
its b lossoms ." P e r h a p s in confess ing it I 
also confess m y lack of apprec ia t ion for the 
beaut i fu l , but I can conceive of small reason 
w h y a hol lyhock should be g r o w n for its 
b lossoms, and of even less reason w h y it 
should be es teemed. In my opinion at least, 
the re is n o ugl ier p lant ( f o r I cannot call it 
a flower) than this tall, s c r awny creat ion 
whose bell-like blossoms jut out from a nar 
row, rigid stalk. 
My dislike for hol lyhocks can be a t t n b 
uted in pa r t , I th ink , to the fact that d i n i n g 
my childhood they g r e w so abundan t ly in 
the ga rden of ou r nex t -doo r ne ighbor , who 
was also my qu ick- tempered Sunday school 
teacher , and par t ly to the fact that their un-
graceful , skinny stalks a rc reminiscent of 
the legs I used to po a child. In 
fact, I can th ink of many reasons for my 
aversion to hol lyhocks . T h e y a re so unso 
ciable. Never do they mingle with the Other 
inhabi tan ts of their par t icu lar ga rden . 
Ra the r do they s tand haught i ly aloof from 
the o thers , and like overseers ga/.e COU 
temptuously down upon the marigolds, 
as te rs , and pansies . I lowever , I fear that 
all mv criticism of the hollyhock will m 
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carry it back to its original home in China, 
for in spite of my dislike for it, the hardy 
plant seems to thrive very well in American 
soil. MARGARET J. M I L L I K E N . 
T H E P I N E T R E E 
Like some lofty god standing and survey-
ing his handiwork, the sturdy pine raises its 
head to the clouds and looks down upon its 
neighbors. Its green branches are scowled 
on by the wintry winds and smiled on by 
the warm summer breezes. It is an emblem 
of eternity and strength. Since time im-
memorial, poets and bards have sung its 
memorial poets and hards have sung its 
praises ; pioneers in new lands have split its 
mighty trunk and built cabins in which to 
start life anew; creatures of the forest have 
taken refuge beneath its protecting arms. 
The artist paints the oak, the maple, and the 
elm with pure beautiful shades of crimson, 
gold, and yellow hut allows the pine to keep 
its soft, vibrant green to contrast with these 
bright colors and to make them seem even 
more vivid. After the leaves have turned 
brown and dropped to the frozen earth, the 
pine in all its splendor stands out against the 
dull gray landscape. It is alive, while its 
gaunt neighbors are cold and dead. Their 
gray, horny branches rattle together like the 
bones of a skeleton disturbed by the wind. 
The pine whispers softly as the wind 
rustles through its shiny foliage. Then when 
King Winter blows his cold icy breath over 
the land the pine stands, a symbol of pure 
and stately beauty in its sparkling white 
gown. How exalting and lonely are the 
pines; yet how humbling and consoling! 
Mow true it is that "only God can make a 
tree." MARJORIE CROUSE. 
B E A U T Y I N T H E C O M M O N P L A C E 
I like March winds for their high-flown 
kites and happy, daring pranks; I like them 
best because they are the heralds of Spring. 
They cut away the hard snow banks like a 
knife and bring us a scent of thawing earth 
and budding trees with every blast. In their 
merry play they sprinkle traces of brown 
freckles on our noses and cheeks. They pave 
the way for April with her flowers. 
I like the calm, smooth sea at night with 
its little waves lapping restlessly on the 
sandy beach, or breaking softly on the rocky 
cliffs; the hastening tide that has almost 
reached its dest ination—the same familiar 
high-water line that it has swept over thou-
sands of times before; the tang of the fresh 
salt breeze as it ruffles my hair and breathes 
against my body. 
I like the pure unearthly beauty of the 
snow; the white blanket which rests softly 
on the world ; the snowflakes themselves as 
they fall upon my sleeve, each separate flake 
a new design; the glistening of it when 
lighted by the brightness of the sun. 
I like a farm ; wide plots of partly mown 
grain standing motionless with bent heads as 
if in awe of the ending day; a sober and 
ruddy-faced farmer driving a plow hope-
fully on his first furrow; a feather-ruffled 
hen clucking to fluffy chicks in the farmyard, 
calling them to the nest. 
These are the things I love. 
BETTY J E A N KOON. 
E A S T E R 
Master! A tiny yellow crocus pokes its 
cheerful head above moist, brown earth. An 
iris, delicate aquamarine, sways lightly on a 
slender stem. A new toque, with a lilt of 
spring about it, stares roguishly from a shop 
window, while a fluffy If aster bunny cuddles 
in an opposite corner, viewing the world 
with twinkling, pink eyes. The wind is soft, 
tender, playful. The sun is warm, coaxing, 
irresistible. Life is a song, a joyous, burst-
ing, heavenly song, for it is spring! 
Mack from the street, its Gothic spire 
reaching skyward, its grey stone cool and 
still, stands the Cathedral. Ivy, fresh and 
green, warms its walls. High Up, the cross 
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gleams. The door is open. Voices, enriched 
with joy, rise to the arches and echo among 
the beams. E A S T E R ! "Jesus Christ is 
risen today !" Onward they march, angelic 
voices inspired anew. 
There on the altar, candles burn and lilies 
gleam, calm and majestic. A ray of sunlight 
touches the cross, the light of the world. 
Reverently the priest sjxeaks: "All things 
come of thee. Oh Lord, and of thine own 
have we given thee." 
The recessional begins. Rising to a cre-
scendo, the choir marches on, and now it is 
still, so still. And the world is on its knees 
at His feet. Softly, gently the candles are 
extinguished. The Altar hoy is gone. A 
sigh, perhaps a prayer, ascends to the arches, 
touches the far-distant roof. It does not halt 
—on into the blue it rises: "Cod's in His 
heaven; all's right with the world." 
A. I. W. 
W H E N H I G H E X P E C T A T I O N S 
W E R E D A S H E D 
1 lave you ever been astride a huge beast, 
otherwise known as a horse? I lave you ever 
experienced the sensation of a horse run-
ning away with you. while you shout in vain, 
"Whoa ; quiet, old fellow," and other such 
pleading entreaties ? 
Even as a small child, I found a certain 
fascination in horses and that growing sport, 
horseback riding. At first. I think my eye 
was captured by the artistic and formal rid-
ing habits worn by the English aristocrats in 
their favorite rotogravure section. Later, 
there came a time affection and admiration 
for line horses and the enjoyment found in 
riding them. 
My first recollection of ever nearing a 
horse is rather vague. My grandfather. 
whose company I always sought, took me t<> 
the Biddeford fire station. | n the rear of the 
building were the horses that had formerly 
drawn the lire wagons SO gallantly and 
swiftly through the streets. They were now 
cared for out of sentiment, and hecause 
there was no work for them to do, they were 
round, fat, and lazy. Since Grandfather 
knew my love for such animals, I was placed 
on the hack of one of them, and for half an 
hour I rode around the station house. 
This short ride was forced to satisfy me 
until about four years ago, when I really de-
cided to enter earnestly into riding. It is 
this first real attempt of mine that I shall 
describe. 
My outfit consisted of a heavy sweat vi-
and a pair of borrowed breeches, which were 
several sizes too large and, consequently, 
drooped and bagged from my waist to my 
ankles. I low different from my visions of 
formal attire! Having learned that, to he 
successful, a rider must show himself su-
perior to the horse, I boldly presented my-
self to my subject, whose name was Patience. 
This, I thought, was entirely appropriate, 
hecause if ever there was a meek and docile 
horse, here she was. With much help. I 
finally found myself in the saddle. The first 
few minutes went smoothly, since the horse 
merely stalked languidly around the ring. 
Because I didn't know the difference-, I was 
conscientiously trying to posl as she walked, 
'fhe ridiculous picture that I must have pre-
sented was later a blow to my youthful 
pride. Suddenly, another horse came out of 
the stable, 'file rider was experienced, and 
he and the horse seemed like one as the latter 
set out at a brisk canter. 'Hie sight of her 
fellow-ereature seemed to have the same 
effect upon my horse that a pull of the trig 
ger has upon a gun. With sudden and un-
expected speed. Patience bolted after the 
other horse. I clutched madly at her neck, 
and since I knew nothing about the Control 
of a horse, "Whoa 1 " was my onl\ weapon 
of discipline; and that proved useless. Down 
through the town we raced, the townspeople 
being kind and wise enough to clear tin-
street in order that I might pass. I slipped 
first to one side and then to the other, hut. 
with the help of Lady Luck, I remained on 
toi). Patience seemed to know her wav, for 
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she encircled the village square and turned 
her head hack toward the stable. Again, the 
pedestrians and automobilists gave me the 
right of way. My mind must have turned a 
blank after that, because I remember nothing 
until we were at the stable door. At the very 
entrance, Patience stopped as suddenly as 
she had started. I slid off with a thud ! After 
such an heroic attempt, this fall was humili-
ating. I glanced up at Patience as she 
ambled into the stable, and 1 saw that she 
was again the first Patience that I had 
known, slow and lumbering. 
PIELEN W O R MWOOD. 
T H E S E N S A T I O N O F B E I N G 
C A U G H T B E T W E E N 
F L O O R S I N A N 
E L E V A T O R 
Perhaps you are weary of the common va-
riety of thrills provided by roller coasters, 
trips, new fun gadgets, new food delicacies, 
and occasional glimpses of the "beloved" 
who rates the highest in your affections at 
the moment. This being the case, I would 
recommend that you step onto a decrepit, 
self-service elevator either to ascend or de-
scend several stories, push a button, and 
await your fate. 
The elevator, having no mind of its own, 
of course, has no way of knowing whether 
you want to go to the basement of the build-
ing or to the top floor. You say that you 
pushed the button? Certainly, but to this 
old elevator, that is just a signal to move— 
in any direction that pleases its mechanical 
self. 
Now that you are started on your way, or 
at least on somebody's way, you are think-
ing perhaps of the things you must do when 
you reach your destination. You suddenly 
come out of this reverie with the knowledge 
that you are lodged compactly and securely 
in the elevator shaft, somewhere between 
floors. Your first thought may be that some-
one else has been pushing various buttons 
and has the elevator a little more confused 
than usual. You calmly reach to push the 
button that you want. There is a faint click, 
and that is all. With a little less assurance 
you push another button, and nothing hap-
pens. More frantic now, you jab three or 
four buttons—still nothing happens, except 
for a physiological change that happens to 
you. Your blood seems to tingle and at the 
same time it is evidently trying to congeal. 
Your backbone feels rather stiff, and there 
are a thousand darts dancing over your 
vertebne, apparently mistaking the latter for 
a xylophone. The hair at the nape of your 
neck is doing its level best to become per-
pendicular to your head, and you begin to 
think of all the sins that you have committed 
during the short span of your life. At this 
time your protruding eyeballs catch a glimpse 
of more buttons, and you press frantically 
on every one in sight. Is this death trap 
really moving, at last? Yes, my friend, but 
only to stop again between the next two 
floors. 
We are blessed, fortunately, with an in-
nate desire for self-preservation. Therefore, 
your next step is to open your mouth and 
shriek, accompanying your shouts by foot 
action against the cage door. If you were 
born under a lucky star, someone will hear 
you and summon the janitor. The latter 
leisurely whistles his way through parts of 
machinery in the basement, and gradually 
hauls you down to him. As you step from 
the elevator, he remarks, "She always was a 
mite temperamental." You would like to 
stalk away as though the affair were just a 
nuisance, but your knees give you away. 
They make you sound like a skeleton walk-
ing on a bed of tin cans. 
When it is all over, and after yon have 
walked up several flights of stairs, being a 
little weary of elevators, you will probably 
reflect that it was a different thrill, anyway. 
That is true beyond all doubt. Personally, 
I'll stick to the more common kind, myself. 
IDA WOODBURY. 
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C H E R R Y R U M 
Yesterday morning when I was up in the 
attic, rummagin' around in the old hoxes 
and trunks that I've been collectin' for nigh 
on to fifty years now, I come acrost an old 
red-leather diary I'd kept when I was about 
fifteen years old. 
I was chucklin' over my boyish triumphs 
and tribulations when I come upon a hastily 
scrawled notation—"Joshuway Whitehouse's 
recipe for cherrry rum." 
( )ld Josh had been dead for years, but the 
schoolboy scrawl summoned to mind a pic-
ture undimmed by passin' years, lie was a 
tall, angular man with a wrinkled, leathery 
face, embellished with little dabs of chin and 
side whiskers and crowned with a half halo 
of fuzzy white hair. He had a slight lisp, 
and as he was always yarnin' with the hoys, 
we liked to hear him ramble on. I think his 
funniest yarn was the one about his cherry 
rum. 
As I remember, 'twas my first winter in 
the woods loggin'; and noons, while us 
young sprouts was eatin' dinner, the old 
hoys would wind up. 
One day, as we was sittin' 'round the 
shanty eatin' our dinner, Jack 1 larmon asked 
Josh if he had any of his cherry rum left. 
That's all that was needed to start the old 
fellow off. After fortifyin' himself with a 
bite of tobacco, he commenced this yarn: 
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 'Twas 'long in cherry-time, and it 
'peared like we was goin' to have a bumper 
crop, 1 remember I told Memphie. my wife. 
1 reckoned I'd make some cherry rum this 
year. So I took that old five-gallon demi-
john of mine and dumped in half a bushel of 
good-sized cherries and then poured live gal-
lons of good distilled rum over them. Then 
1 histed it out to the wood shed, and forgot 
.about it 'til 'long mid-winter. 
"That was tin- awful cold winter in '65, 
when Jack I larmon and me was euttin' wood 
over on Carter's wood lot; I recollect it was 
SO cold we had to take an a\ and chop our 
dinners 'fore we could eat 'em. The cold 
food give us the colic, and I was a-layin' 
over the hunker of the sled all the way home. 
Sufferin' Jerushy! 1 told Memphie that 
night \\\ he cussed if I was goin' to stand 
that every day. 
"That night I remembered the cherry 
rum, and decided to try it. My, hut it was 
top-notch! Right then and there I decided 
to take a bottle of that rum to work to-
morrow, and I did, too, by gum ! 
"Hong towards noon of the next day, I 
brung out the bottle and give Jack half of 
it. Me SWOre it was the best rum he had 
ever tasted, and I guess it was. 
" ''fell you what I'll do. Josh,' he says; 'if 
you'll bring a bottle of that rum every daw 
I'll give you a quarter a week.' 
"WT11, sir, I took him up, and believe me, 
we didn't eat any more cold vittles that 
winter. 
"lack soon noised it 'round that I had 
some' good rum, and it warn't many moons 
'fore most of the neighbors had had a sam-
ple, what with sickness and all. 'Twas sur-
prising how much rheumatiz and chest colds 
was 'round that year, too. 
"The next year I dumped in another half 
a bushel of cherries, and live more gallons 
<»f rum. 
"Well, it got on toward cherry-time again, 
and 1 reckoned the rum had gone so well it 
wouldn't he amiss to make a little more that 
year. I dumped the cherries out in the back 
yard, and set off to the village to hu\ some 
rum. 
"When I got home, Memphie was all in 
aflutter 'bout suthin'! She said the hens had 
gone crazy or suthin' 'cause they was actin' 
so queer. 
"I went <>ut to the hen yard, and the hens 
sure looked crazy jest as Memphie said, 
Some was runnin' 'round and llvin' up in 
the air and turnin' somersets to heat the 
hand. 
"Well, so help me, Jerushy I I'd clean for 
got that I'd dumped those dang cherries 
where the hens could get at 'cm. and the 
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hens had et most of 'em up. They was 
drunker than goats. 
"When I took the situation in, I never 
went hack to the house to tell Memphie, 
knowin' that she set such store hy those hens. 
I lit out for Zeb Winslow's house and stayed 
the night. 
"Next day Memphie had kind of cooled 
off, and she said not one of those denied 
hens had gone to roost that night!" 
EDNA K N I G H T . 
FACING T H E ISSUE 
Inestimable courage manifests itself spas-
modically in the all-too-familiar process of 
getting down to studying. After having 
fussed and fumed to the limit of her family's 
endurance concerning the character and 
length of her assignments, my friend dis-
plays the first sign of courage by establish-
ing herself at her desk. Her countenance is 
hy no means that of complete contentment, 
but the, may I say, sourness of her ex-
pression indicates that within her some-
where a great conflict is taking place. On the 
one side is "Shall I study now?"; on the 
other side, "Shall I study later?" While yet 
uncertain as to the outcome, she commences 
to draw sketches with her pencil upon the 
envelope of today's letter. Thoroughly dis-
gusted with her fingers, inasmuch as they 
fail to reproduce the images of her mind, 
she musters courage enough to open her 
book, but more courage must come from 
somewhere, for she merely stares blankly at 
the opening page of the assigned chapter. 
Her eyes again focus on the printing as she 
recalls the verse : 
"Whenever a task is set for you, 
Don't idly sit and view it. 
Nor be content to wish it done; 
Begin at once and do it." 
She is so delighted with herself for having 
remembered this worthwhile quotation that 
she unconsciously draws a certain book-
down from the row surmounting the desk to 
fumble through its pages in search of the 
one on which she had previously written the 
verse. What actuates this impulse, I don't 
know. Perhaps she wants to assure herself 
that her writing is still there. Perhaps she 
wants the further satisfaction of seeing on 
the page the words she has just related in 
her mind. The assurance, satisfaction, or 
whatever it was, over, she now wonders why 
she wasted those precious moments when 
there is so much to do. She counts ahead the 
pages to her destination. At last, with a 
courage surpassing that of Schubert, that of 
Florence Nightingale, and, yes, even that of 
Columbus, she begins to study. 
BEATRICE B U C K . 
MUSIC IN T H E AIR 
Did you ever sing yourself to sleep, or 
ever awake with a song on your lips? Did 
you ever walk along the street whistling, ob-
livious to everyone and everything? You 
were just bubbling over with happiness; so 
you bubbled into song. Few people who sing 
for their own pleasure have ever studied 
voice; nevertheless, they enjoy themselves, 
and, unaware, often spread joy to others. 
On my way to school one cold, dreary 
afternoon in January, I passed a house from 
which seemed to escape a faint singing 
sound. As 1 approached, I noticed an open 
bedroom window with lowered curtains, and 
I heard a child's voice humming gaylv. In 
that family are three young brothers, the 
oldest of whom had just returned after three 
years at a hospital, where he was being 
treated for a hi]) ailment. That childish 
humming 1 heard was little Bobby presum-
ably taking his afternoon nap, hut enjoying 
himself at it! 
When I had walked but two blocks, an-
other strain of song filled the air. A young-
housewife putting out her milk bottles was 
singing as she went about her chores. It was 
not surprising that I should sing to myself 
for the rest of my journey. There was 
mimic in the air. 
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This same music in the air caught by one 
member of a crowd, whether the crowd be 
an athletic group on the bus, a party of 
young or old folks, a truckful of youthful 
campers, or a roomful of college students, 
will consistently bring out the dormant 
camaraderie of the group. Everybody feels 
happy; everybody enjoys a good sing; 
everybody knows the old favorites; so every-
body sings. 
Whenever I think of song and skiing to-
gether, I think first not of the many good 
sings we have enjoyed enroute to the moun-
tains but of one particular song, which really 
amused me. A rather homely, thin little lad, 
with a very freckled face, big blue eyes, and 
wretched ski equipment, consisting of no 
poles, very loose harnesses, and two wobbly 
skis, was attempting to descend a steep hill. 
I watched him several times. Every time he 
stood up all the way down the hill, and 
every time as he whizzed past, bent slightly 
forward, his large eyes intent on the trail 
before him, he was singing to himself. He 
certainly impressed me; for, though I pos-
sessed all the necessary, as well as optional 
equipment, I gave up altogether too quickly. 
1 determined that, thereafter, instead of fall-
ing, I would sing to myself and make my 
friends take notice. I must admit that this 
determination wasn't too effective, but the 
spirit was there! 
It's really a great comfort, this singing. 
We sometimes sing, as did the Volga boat-
men, to keep our spirits up : we sometimes 
sing because we are sad or lonely; we some-
times sing because we wish to express our 
gratitude or happiness. Whenever we sing, 
we are spreading joy by sending forth more 
music into the air. 
A N N BLANCHARD. 
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CHAPEL NOTES 
At the Christmas Chapel Service, on De-
cember 18, we were honored to have as our 
guest the Rt. Rev. Benjamin Brewster, 
D. D., who spoke on the birth of Christ and 
the great significance of Christmas Day. At 
this service Miss Ruth Roberts offered a 
solo, "No Candle Was There and No Fire," 
and the Glee Club sang Montani-Neily's 
"The Virgin at the Crib." 
The Lenten Chapel Service, on March 22, 
was conducted by Mr. Rupert Neily, who 
discussed "The Human and Spiritual Bach 
as Revealed in His Immortal Music." The 
guest artist at this service was Miss Fabiola 
Caron, who sang "Bleed and Break, Thou 
Loving Heart." Mrs. Rupert Neily pre-
sented a piano selection, "Jesus, Joy of 
Man's Desiring," and the Glee Club sang 
"Et Incarnatus Est" at the close of the 
service. 
On March 8, Miss Jane Clark gave inter-
esting sidelights on the life of Dean 1 biggs 
of I harvard Cniversity. Miss Clark brought 
out especially this man's great understanding 
of human character. 
Miss Gwendolyn Graves reviewed I'earl 
Buck's great novel, The Exile, on March 1, 
showing clearly and concisely the great 
struggle waged by Miss Buck's mother in 
adapting her habits and beliefs to the Orient. 
Supplementing this review, Miss Mary 
Rice discussed Miss Buck's story of bet-
father's life in China as recorded in Fight-
ing Angel. Miss Rice emphasized the ideal-
istic nature of this "lighting angel" and his 
utter self-sacrifice for bis missionary calling. 
( )n April 5 Mrs. Ralph Bonnev gave a 
delightful interpretation of Dale Carnegie's 
successful treatise on How io Win Friends 
and Influence People. 
Phis England, a charming tale of British 
customs written by Man Ellen Chase, was 
reviewed on April 23 by Miss 1 Iclen W o r m 
wood. T h e ser ious and comical view]joints 
on the English coun t rys ide noted by Miss 
(base and described by M i ^ Wormwood 
were especially interesting. 
WESTBROOK-BOWDOIN GLEE 
CLUB CONCERT 
On the evening of April ah'h West brook-
Junior College sponsored one of its biggest 
musical projects of the year—a joint con-
cert with the Bowdoin College Glee Club 
held in the Eastland Hotel ballroom. Mr. 
Tillotson conducted the Bowdoin chorus, 
and Mr. Neily the Westhrook choir. Pianist 
for the occasion was Mrs. Gratia W. Woods. 
The first selection by the combined glee 
clubs was "( 'a ' the Yowes," an arrangement 
of a Scotch folk tune by Yaughan-Williams. 
The solo part for a baritone was sung by 
Richard Met aim. 
In the first group of songs our glee club 
sang "Ave Maria" from "( hhello." by Verdi-
Harris. This composition created much fa-
vorable comment. A well-known musician 
present declared that be bad never beard it 
sung more beautifully. Following this, the 
club sang a four-voice arrangement of the 
adagio for Beethoven's so-called "Moon-
light Sonata." The group was concluded 
with "In Praesipio" by Montani-Neily. 
Richard McCann was beard in Leonca 
vallo's "Mattinata" and Kreisler's "< >ld Re 
frain." I lis style of vocalism appealed to 
the audience and be was recalled for an 
encore. He sang "Will You Remember?" 
from the picture "Mavtime." 
The Bowdoin Glee Club then sang a croup 
of songs including a Negro spiritual. "I I i«»t 
Shoes": a Hungarian folk tunc, "Mount 
Your Horses"; and a Scotch folk tunc. 
"Robin Adair." The final number of this 
group was entitled "David Jazz." It w 
modern version of the Stor) of David and 
Goliath, fbe choice of songs gave expres-
sion to the life and vigor so predominant. 
The second group for our Westhrook 
chorus included "As Torrents in Summer," 
"'fbe Copper Kettle," a clever descriptive 
composi t ion by Mr. Neily, winch gives the 
effect <>f a kettle that sings a little s<Mic as 
the water hoiK. 'fbe third number was , \ , , \ 
one's favorite, "Tampa Robins," 1>\ Mr. 
Neily. 
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The Bowdoin Cluh then sang: "Sing 
Brothers On," "Reapers' Song," "Morning," 
and the "Coronation Scene" by Moussorg-
sky. 
The concert concluded with three love 
songs by the composer Brahms, sung by the 
combined choruses. 
W E S T B R O O K B R O A D C A S T 
A radio program, sponsored by the Maine 
Schools of the Air, was presented by West-
brook Junior College on the evening of 
March (>, at the broadcasting station of 
W C S H at the Eastland Hotel in Portland. 
The program commenced with songs by 
the Glee Club. "Mere Languores Nostros" 
and "As Torrents in Summer" were the se-
lections chosen. 
Dean Melville spoke on "The Function of 
the Junior College in the Community." Miss 
Melville stressed the importance of the 
junior college in the educational field today. 
Miss Audrey White gave the history of 
the college from its dedication in 1831 to its 
present administration. 
Miss Dorothy Peters sang "Just a 
Longm'," accompanied by Mr. Rupert 
Xcily at the piano. 
C H R I S T M A S D A N C E 
On the evening of December 18 a Christ-
inas Dance, one of the gala events of the 
winter season, was held in the ballroom of 
the Eastland Hotel. There were over two 
hundred guests in attendance at this delight-
ful affair. 
Miss Marie Louise Pierce, capable Fresh-
man, was general chairman for the occasion, 
assisted by Miss Jane Clark, in charge of 
ballroom arrangements: Miss Dora Goud, 
in charge of the ushers; Miss Anne Blanch-
ard, who secured an orchestra; Miss Helen 
Wormwood, who invited patrons and patron-
esses ; Miss Edith Benson, who selected the 
dance programs; Miss Ruth Ardrey, in 
charge of refreshments; Miss Ida Chude, 
publicity; and the Misses Frances Merriman 
and Marion Borden, who were in charge of 
tickets. 
The proceeds from the dance were do-
nated to the Westbrook TOWER. 
F R E S H M A N C L A S S D A N C E 
Under full sail, March 20, port and star-
board lights aglow and a chill spring wind 
a-blowing, the Freshman Class cast off in 
true nautical style with one of the gayest 
dances of the year. 
Largely responsible for this successful 
launching was the dance committee, which 
consisted of nine first-year girls. Miss 
Priscilla Cabeen was general chairman, 
capably assisted by Miss Joan Wellington, 
who managed the effective decorations : Miss 
Marion Burns and Miss Edna Blanchard. in 
charge of publicity; Miss Meredith Fletcher, 
who supervised refreshments; Miss Jane 
Clark and Miss Jean Doeberl. in charge of 
tickets; and Miss Nancy Hall, who secured 
Stan Blanchard's orchestra for the occasion. 
Patrons and patronesses for the dance 
were: Dr. and Mrs. Milton D. Proctor, Mr. 
and Mrs. I lollis A. Sanderson, Dean Elsheth 
Melville, Miss Pauline Jones, and Mr. 
George Hescock. 
D A N C I N G C L A S S 
Tap . . . . tap . . . . shuffle . . . . ball 
change! Yes, it's the tap-dancing class 
which Miss Mason has been instructing to 
the great enjoyment of the girls of West-
brook Junior College. 
Every Thursday about forty girls appear 
in the gym to learn not only how to become 
rivals of Ginger Rogers, but also how to 
shag, rhumba, and tango. 
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D R A M A T I C C L U B 
T h e D r a m a t i c Club m a d e its final appea r -
ance of the season wi th the classic p resen ta -
t ion of " L a L a c o n d i e r a " ( T h e Mis t r e s s of 
the I n n ) t r ans la ted and adap ted f rom the 
I ta l ian of Car le Goldoni by He len L e h m a n n . 
T h e play was p resen ted on the even ing of 
Apr i l 30, at the P o r t l a n d P layhouse . M r s . 
Ca the r ine Caldwell d i rec ted the cast . 
Gwendo lyn Graves p o r t r a y e d in a c h a r m -
ing a n d convinc ing m a n n e r Mi rando l ina , 
Mis t r e s s of the Inn . A s the M a r q u i s of For-
lipopoli. M a r g u e r i t e S h a w displayed excel-
lent charac te r iza t ion . E a c h m e m b e r of the 
cast showed unusua l ta lent , and this na tu ra l 
abili ty combined wi th whole -hear ted en thu -
s iasm, gave the p resen ta t ion a t ru ly ar t is t ic 
touch . 
T h e cast consis ted of the fo l lowing : 
The Marquis of Forlipopoli Marguerite Shaw 
The Count of Albafiorita Joan Fitzgerald 
Fabrizio, a servant of the Inn Barbara Cole 
The Cavalier of Ripafratta Frances Sidd 
Mirandolina, the Mistress of the Inn 
(rwendolyn Graves 
Servant of the Cavalier Catherine Gott 
Ortensia and Djanira, Actresses 
Bernice Greenbaum and Marjorie Crouse 
General Manager, Lucille Johnson 
Make-up 
Beatrice Buck, Marion King, Irene MacLeod 
Properties Costumes 
Barbara Martin Barbara Sutton 
Prompter 
Kathleen Scott 
Business Committee 
Nancy Noyes, Chairman 
[Catherine Blanchard, Mary Harvey. Margaret 
Smith, Eileen Stevens, Ida Woodbui} 
Fol lowing the play Dr. and Mrs . P roc to r 
and Dean Melville en ter ta ined the Dramat ic 
Club and Mr. and M r s . M. D. Caldwell at a 
buffet supper at the home of the President 
on Stevens Avenue . 
Miss A n n e Blanchard was cha i rman of 
the sales ' commi t t ees , assis ted by the Misses 
M a r j o r i e J o h n s o n , Ida C h u d e , Leah Sap i ro , 
J a n e t Lowe , Bern ice G r e e n b a u m , Beatr ice 
Buck, J a n e Clark , and N a n c y Hal l . 
S E C R E T A R I A L C L U B 
O n M a r c h 15 the Secretar ia l Club was 
hostess to several of the a lumna 1 from the 
class of '36. Each g r a d u a t e discussed in an 
in te res t ing m a n n e r her present employment 
and gave en te r t a in ing views concerning sec-
retar ial and commercia l work . T h e Misses 
A n n a 1 lorne , Ar l ine Jack , and J a n e Stanley 
of Por t land , Doro thy Leighton and Ba rba ra 
Chick of Wes tb rook , and Barbara Miggins 
of S tand i sh were the g r adua t e s who were 
in t roduced by Miss Leah P inkbam, presi-
dent of the club. 
T h e Misses Margue r i t e Shaw, Florence 
Dunbar , and Rosalind Rowe enter ta ined the 
club m e m b e r s and gues ts . Re f re shmen t s 
were served in the day s t u d e n t s ' room, 
which was at t ract ively decorated in a green 
and white color scheme in keeping with St. 
Pa t r ick ' s Day. 
T O W E R R U M M A G E S A L E S 
T H E T O W E R Board sponsored two rum-
mage sales April 24 and May 1 in Por t l and . 
T H E I N T E R N A T I O N A L C L U B 
T h e In terna t ional Club has t raveled 
abroad this year extensively th rough Je ru -
salem. Denmark . Mexico , France , Venice, 
and G e r m a n y — a n d we have our i t inerary . 
O u r tirst s top was Venice, with Miss 
Maud T h a y e r as our guide . She knew just 
where to take US and what to tell us. Venice 
was indeed b e a u t i f u l ' At Chr i s tmas t ime 
we saw Je rusa lem. This t ime Mrs . Richard 
Small acted as our guide. P rom there we 
pulled on our Seven League boots and 
s t rode to P rance with Madame Naples . 
Next on our list was Denmark , where we 
ate Danish pas t ry and drank root beer with 
Mrs . Peterson. Lor a gl impse of Chr i s tmas 
neare r bonny Dean Melville kindly COn 
sented to guide us to Mexico. However , we 
stopped in G e r m a n y long enough to hear 
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Mrs. Bonney sing "Stille Xacht." As we 
crossed the English channel, strains of 
"Wassail" came to our ears, and we glimpsed 
a Yule log ceremony. After our short stay 
in Mexico we hurried hack to America, quite 
content to he at home! 
R I D I N G C L U B 
Hello, again! 
Spring is here and everyone is turning out 
in her riding clothes for the many activities 
of the Riding Club. 
At our first spring meeting, held on April 
13, we planned many new things to do. 
Among them is an overnight trip, which is 
to take place in the very near future. We 
are going on a Tuesday noon and return by 
Wednesday noon. We expect to travel about 
seventeen miles. 
Our big party is to he the first Tuesday in 
May. Dr. and Mrs. Proctor and members 
of the faculty are to he our guests. We want 
to have this party in our new picnic grounds, 
which are down over the hill behind the 
club house. Tables, benches, and a fireplace 
are being built, and we certainly anticipate a 
marvellous time. 
Drill work has started. Mr. Tomlinson 
has suggested that each of the schools which 
are to compete in the Inter-school Meet 
should do the same drill and the winner will 
be the team showing the best horsemanship. 
Westhrook ought to win ! 
Oh, yes 1 We have decided that we should 
have a riding uniform red jackets, white 
shirts, and white breeches with black boots. 
The team will look debonair, don't you 
think ': 
We are still looking for a name for our 
club. I f any of you have any "bright ideas." 
please tell them to any member of the club. 
B A S K E T B A L L 
Under the able coaching of Miss Deering, 
the basketball team of Westhrook Junior 
College completed a most successful season. 
Competency, good sportsmanship, and ad-
mirable teamwork on the part of all its mem-
bers helped to bring about these victories 
and assure the place of athletics in the 
school's curriculum. 
Amusement as well as excitement was fur-
nished in the Senior-Faculty game. The out-
come was rather surprising in that the score 
stood comparatively close. The Nasson 
game, however, both return and at home, is 
the one event that is looked forward to 
throughout the season. It has become some-
what of a tradition for the two colleges 
to play each other—and also a tradition for 
the Westhrook hasketeers to come through 
as winners. Those games with Portland 
Alumnae and Chestnut Street Church were 
especially exciting and proved keen fun. It 
is hoped that we may be able to meet them 
again next year. 
SCHEDULE 
Feb. 6. W. J. C , 35 ; Nasson, 15. 
Feb. 16. W . j . C , 29 ; Chestnut St. Metho-
dist Church, 1 1. 
Feb. 19. W. J. C. (Seniors) , 26 ; Faculty, 22. 
Feb. 25. W. J. C , 21 : Portland Alumnae, 25. 
Mar. 20. W. J. C , 35 : Nasson (a thome) . 20. 
A R C H E R Y 
A sport which we had no time to try out 
last fall has proved very popular this spring. 
As soon as the weather permitted, two tar-
gets were put up in the athletic field. In her 
gym classes Miss Deering gave instruction 
on the care and use of the equipment, and 
archery was launched very successfully. The 
equipment which Mr. Victor Friend, of Mel-
rose, donated to US last year has seen a great 
deal of use, and with care it should last a 
long time. 
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L A S T W I L L A N D T E S T A M E N T 
We, the Senior members of T H E TOWER 
Hoard of Westbrook Junior College, oil 
Stevens Avenue, in the City of Portland, 
County of Cumberland, State of Maine, 
I nited States of America, being quite 
unaware of the state of mind we are in, but 
certain that this is the last issue of T H E 
TOWER which we will take part in, do make 
and declare this to he our last will and testa-
ment, to wit: 
1. Audrey White leaves her chapel -speak-
ing ability to Helen Wormwood. 
2. "Chunky" Shaw leaves all excess weight 
to Mary Rogers. 
Barbara Cole wills her originality to Ida 
Chude. 
Marion Borden leaves the position of 
Business Manager to anyone who wants 
it. 
Dorothy Keelev and Edythe Benson be-
queath their artistic temperaments to 
Marjorie Crouse and Frances Sidd. 
Carol Tyler is taking everything with 
her. 
Nancy Roberts leaves the bookstore key 
in Miss Melville's office ready for a 
Freshman to re-open the store. 
Kay Martin and "Pecky" Rrigham leave 
their "Bowdoin men," or do they? 
Signed, Sealed and Delivered, 
The Senior Members 
of Tn E TOWER HOARD. 
3 
4. 
(I. 
s. 
C A M P U S C O M M E N T S 
An invitation to "June Week" at West 
Point seems to be Dot Peters' latest accom-
plishment. Nice going, Dot' 
8:15—The Musical Clock—a whoop from 
the third floor—a loud tapping—not a fire-
drill—merely Jean, swinging to the strains 
of Benny Goodman's orchestra. 
"( ioing to the corner?" 
"Yeah 
"Bring me an orangeade:" 
"Yeah . . . . " 
"( ). K. if 1 pay you tomorrow?" 
"Yeah 
Oh death, where is thy stingt 
Spin, do you think you could sing "Marie" 
without the "Road to Rome" ? 
Peck is more interested than ever in be-
coming a medical secretary. What can her 
reason be? 
I low long will it be, Glenys and Mary, be-
fore you join the Senior ranks once more? 
O U R P E T P E E V E S 
When we get an important telephone call 
from our "outside interest" and the girl on 
duty says we're out. 
The young ladies who roller skate by Miss 
Sawyer's transcription class. 
The "Class D Section \ " type of person 
who informs us that there is a slip in our 
mail box. 
T h e hog-calling contest that goes «»n ever\ 
mo rn i n g at 1 :<><) a. m. I 3rd floor ). 
Fish and 
The pious individual who reminds the in 
StrUCtor that she has neglected to assign an 
advance lesson ! 
29 
M O V I E M U S I N G S 
"His Brother's Wife" Dot Peters 
"Girls' Dormitory" Hersey 
"Piccadilly Jim" Donna Wildes 
"Jungle Princess" Ruth Roberts 
"Follow Your Heart" Mary Rogers 
"Ladies in Love" 1
 w T r 
"Lady Be Careful" j W. J. U 
"Men Are Not Gods" Helen Brigham 
"The Irish in Us" Dorothy Irish 
"Swing High, Swing Low" Charlotte Vannah 
"The Charge of the Light Brigade" 
Leaving the dining hall 
"Seventh Heaven" Commencement 
"Love Is News" Transom Echo 
"Born to Dance" Dot Foley 
"One in a Million" Marguerite Shaw 
"Star for a Night" Gwendolyn Graves 
"Three Smart Girls" 
Betty Koon, Jane Bussell, Marjorie Crouse 
"Happy-Go-Lucky" Virginia Haines 
"After the Thin Man" Nancy Noyes 
"The Man I Marry" Kay Blanchard 
"Accent on Youth" Alice Comee 
"Give Me One Summer" Audrey White 
I F T H E S H O E F I T S 
Have you a cigarette? 
Has anyone a nickel ? 
May I borrow a stamp ? 
I just missed the trolley and 
May I speak to you for a minute, please? 
Has the mail come yet? 
Lend me your brown sweater? 
F A M O U S L A S T W O R D S 
B. Greenhaum: "Do you smell smoke?" 
N. Noyes: "Have you heard Tommy 
Dorsey's recording of . . . . ?" 
M. Tash: "Put a screen around me!" 
J. Tellington: "No doubt . . . . " 
C. Vannah: "Now, girls, she's doing her 
best." 
V. Vose: "Where are you going?" 
M. L. Pierce: "Isn't that appalling?" 
M. Morrison: "How long ago did the 
bell r ing?" 
M. Raphael son : "Do you know the words 
to . . . . ?" 
M. Harvey: "Telegram for B. Stewart." 
H. Wormwood: "Will I ever finish my 
French ?" 
N. Roberts: "Did I get a telephone call?" 
P. Johnson : "Want to play bridge ?" 
C. Tyler: "Four spades! !" 
B. Dalton: "No ice cream for me, thanks." 
Where is Carol Granger? 
It's almost half-past six. 
You'll find her in her room, my friend, 
Playing "Pick up Sticks." 
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